MY HAND TOUCHES IRON

And there that human hippopotamus stood
jumping up and down while he mashed me
into the mud like a mole under a pile-driver.
I had showed that I had "a head on rne like
a nail" when I crawled under that floor and
let Fatty step on me. There is a saying, "You
can't keep a good man down," But Fatty
kept me down, and so I must admit he was a
better man than I was. Some people say you
should cheer for the under-dog. Bui that
isn't always fair. The under-dog deserves
our sympathy, the upper-dog must be a better
dog or he couldn't have put the other dog
down. I give three cheers for the winner.
Any tribe that adopts the rule of always hiss-
ing the winner has found a real way to dis-
courage enterprise.

I owned a part interest in some pigeons
with a boy named Jack Thomas. The
pigeons* nests were in Jack's back yard* He
told me that my share of the eggs had rotted
and his share had hatched, so that my interest
in the young pigeons had died out and they
were all his now. I was sure it was a quibble
and that he was cheating me. It made me
mad and I sneaked up to the pigeon loft and
put a tiny pin prick in all the eggs in the nests.
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